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den behind its veil for sixteen years. She meant no harm. She would have told you before—"
She turned crimson and stopped, but that burning blush told its story plainly; and Mr. Daly busied himself over the pouring of a glass of wine for the robbed mother, while the treasurer in low tones assured Daisy there was nothing to forgive, and gratefully accepted the permission granted Mm to see the poor things safely home.
Sixteen years1 silence is not so bad for a sex who can't keep a secret!!" came the now sobbing voice. "No —no! Oh, Daisy, dear, tell him! tell him!"
